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Newest Wonderful Russian

Dancer Is a

Reincarnation

From the
Days of
Ptolemy,

WhenSheWas

an Egyptian
Priestess.

THOUSAND f{iron throats finng

raucous midnight to New York

A thousand times repeated, the

message vibrated, lingered,
blended In a tangied ribbon of sound;
it fluttered along Broadway, threading
in and out of gilded doors that swung to-
ward zilded mirrors; it penetrated the
Gavest Restaurant and the lights
dropped, so revelers sat round tables in
pools of shadow. The orchestra stopped
on a crashing chord and began to play a
bumming monotone; a flutter went round
the room. Lubovska was going to dance,

She glided across the stage, her white
robe biliowing. Almost disappointing to
those who hadn’t seen her before, a little
too slender, with dark, plain face and lips
that never smiled. Y&t she was very
graceful; she seemed part of the droning
musie.

Time rolled hnk like a curtain. The
stars hung low like luminous butterfiies.
A wind came out of the south, bearing a
hint of far-flung spaces. Was sandal-
wood spicing the air? And the muffied
beating—that was the pulsing of the
Night Song. Night and a white stone
parapet against the sky and s weird
strain weaving through the beating of
tomtoms. And a dancer, lilke a spirit of
expression, posturing ong_her white feet,
telling of the miracle 6f Night's descent
with her hands, her head, her wonderful
lthe form. Egypt worshiped the
Night.

It was over. She was only the littie
Russian dancer—the spirit—too glender,
with dark, plain face and lips that never
smiled. But by her art they had lived
in Egypt through the measure of a droa-
ing sonz. . .

* ¢ <
OU know the elusive feéling of hav-
Yiltbeenhetmulmmu
under similar conditions? It.settlss
@8 you almost any time—~when you're
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In a erowd; when you're alone; some-
times It seems brought about by the pres-
ence of certain persons. agaln It's appar-
ently the result of certain events. A tone
of volce, a gesture—and you're puzzling
over a half-memory. When did It hap-
pen before? Where? Did you dream
that it happened?

The ““memory” I8 explained variously.
It's all but obliterated impression re-
established by eslmilarities of circum-
stance, struggling for expression; pre-
natal impression; a rift in the haze of
the present which allows glimpses of
previous existence. That last explana-
tion is the one a little Russian girl made
to herself when she first learned to dance
and soon after she heard of such things
as fatalism and reincarnation.

The dances of her own country came
to her about as naturally as walking:
plessure and grief, mysticism, religious
emotion—she expressed them all In
rhythm and movement. Then she began
to weave stories into her ddncing, work-
ing out legends of her race.

About this time Lubovska, being six-
teen years old, dedided to marry. Do-
mesticity lasted seven months; then her
husband died. Being §iie widowed daugh-
ter of & Russian household lsn’t the most
attractive life in the world. Besides the
little dancer's art began to call again.
Eo she started out to see the world. She
worked her way through Russia to China
and sailed rather gimlessly for South
America. Bhe found herself in the land
of the Incas where the past hangs heavy
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on vases and pottery of the south. The
Porfirio Diaz In-
vited her to histourt at Chapuitepec, and
insisted that she remain there while she
went on studying the prehistoric Indians.

It was quite by accident that she hap-
pened upon a story of anclent Egypt
Bomeone had presented the court with
fllustrations and literature on late expe-

was sensational.
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ditions; there were pictures of statues
t tombse, and descrip-
tions of temples and amphorae telling
the history of the country.

-_l.lﬂ immediately the “feeling’ ‘that

dug from the

the Mnurnmﬂ Bmh:n
god and l.l'm:i-r i

walking in a sort of moonlight that was

like liguid silver. Then, when I could
see, 3 knew it was only the air clear and
wonderful as crystal. All around me
there were spaces, yellow red, rolling
like the waves of the sea. And agalinst
the sky line were palm trees growing
taller than any 1 had ever seen.

“] seemed to be walking slowly along
a beaten roadway. Sometimes the wind
caught up sand, fine and white as pow-
der, and hurled it at me. And 1 knew I
was walking along the boundary of
Sahara,

“There was & palace of white marble
at the end of my jJjourney and silk cov-
ered couches and slaves and all the lux-
ury of past ages. , Princes were there,
too. under the waving fans. And I
danced for them—but as I'd never
danced before. 1 was a priestess and my
dance was the expression of joy, for ome
of them had returned from the war, yie-
torious.

“When 1 awakened I knew it hadn't
been an ordinary dream. It was memory
stirring—stirring to expression urouql
a sleep of thousands of years. | remem-~
bered other things, too. You see, I livea
in the shadow of the Pyramida in the
days of Menes, the first historical king of
Egypt. 1 recall, clesrly as | remember
the events of the events of my
life there. I mm in his court™
—the one who expfessed the “Mourning
Dance™ when death visited the housshold
and the “Dance of Joy"” whem victory or




